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Randall  Heinz 


A Passion  for  His  Work 


Mary  Jones  is  the  type  of  person  who 
claims  that  she  sat  next  to  you  in 
half  of  her  high  school  classes,  but 
you  can’t  recall  ever  seeing  her  face  before. 
It  was  her  shyness  that  kept  her  from  being 
recognized — at  least,  from  being  recognized 
for  what  she  really  is. 

You  know  the  type,  right?  All  her  life,  she 
seemed  to  have  a natural  ability  to  blend 
into  the  background  like  a piece  of 
furniture.  She’s  the  kind  of  girl  no  guy  would 
ever  ask  to  dance,  the  kind  every 
cheerleader  made  fun  of  and  then  asked 
for  her  help  on  the  math  homework  when 
no  one  was  looking.  Well,  Mary  Jones  was 
that  girl;  1 was  the  cheerleader  type. 

Maybe  that’s  why  1 didn’t  worry  when  my 
husband  hired  her  as  his  secretary.  After  all, 
Mary  was  a plain,  mousy  woman.  Not  at  all 
like  me.  1 didn’t  worry  when  he  started 
working  late  on  special  projects  or  when  he 
went  out  of  town  on  business  trips.  After  all, 
he’d  done  those  things  before. 

What  he  hadn’t  done  before  was  stash 
credit  card  receipts  in  his  glove  compart- 
ment for  two,  first-class  tickets  to  Rome.  He 
also  had  never  hidden  a diamond  ring  in  his 
sock  drawer  either.  Imagine  a man  his  age 
running  around  town  with  his  secretary 
while  his  wife  and  kids  wait  at  home.  If  it’s 
one  thing  1 never  thought  my  husband  was 
it’s  a walking  cliche.  1 guess  twenty-five 
years  of  marriage  meant  nothing  to  him. 

And  to  take  that  little  wallflower  to 
Rome...  Rome!  I’ve  always  wanted  to  go 
there.  In  fact,  he  promised  we’d  go  there 
someday.  1 always  thought  he  meant 


together.  But  then  1 saw  them  together:  late 
lunches,  secretive  glances,  and  those  oh-so 
smug  smiles.  Do  you  know  he  even  used 
our  names  on  the  tickets?  The  nerve. 

As  the  months  passed,  he  began  to  tell 
me  how  great  Mary  was.  She  was  the  first 
one  in  the  office  and  the  last  one  out.  He 
said  she’d  become  part  of  the  office...  like  a 
typewriter  or  a copier,  1 guess.  Then  there 
where  the  times  she  came  to  the  house. 

Sometimes  it  was  just  to  drop  off  paper 
work  or  go  over  presentation  materials,  but 
there  were  other  times  too.  Like  my  birth- 
day party,  for  example.  It  was  a surprise 
one  with  all  of  our  friends  and  family  there, 
organized  entirely  by  the  clever  Mary 
Jones. 


Maybe  that’s  why  I didn’t  worry  when 
my  husband  hired  her  as  his  secretary. 
After  all,  Mary  was  a plain,  mousy 
woman.  Not  at  all  like  me. 


He  insisted  she  stay,  of  course.  No  one 
remembers  her  being  there,  but  she  stuck 
out  to  me  as  if  she  were  dancing,  naked,  on 
a tabletop.  She  eyed  my  husband  that  night 
and  for  the  first  time,  1 realized  he  was 
eyeing  her  back. 

Maybe  it  was  partially  my  fault.  We 
argued  in  front  of  her,  talking  about 
personal  things  as  if  she  wasn’t  there.  1 
didn’t  realize  until  then  that  they  were  more 
than  just  working  friends.  It  worsened 
steadily  from  there.  She  started  spending 
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A Passion  for  His  Work 


time  with  the  kids.  My  kids.  She  went  to 
their  baseball  games,  skating  practices,  and 
ballet  recitals.  I’d  walk  into  a room  and  all 
discussion  would  stop  and  they’d  giggle 
when  1 walked  out. 

I’m  not  exactly  sure  when  1 decided  to  kill 
them.  1 don’t  remember  taking  the  gun  out 
of  the  safe  or  driving  to  the  office  building 
in  my  Mercedes.  As  1 walked  up  the 
sidewalk,  they  came  out  of  the  building.  He 
helped  her  put  on  her  coat,  opened  the  car 
door,  and  they  hugged.  He  hadn’t  done 
those  things  for  me  in  months.  He  was 
always  too  busy  working.  He’d  told  me  it 
was  all  to  build  our  savings. 

Ah,  yes,  our  savings.  There  was  only  one 
thing  left  for  me  to  save  and  that  was  my 
dignity.  So  1 pulled  the  gun  out  of  the 
pocket  of  my  fur  coat  and  moved  closer. 

She  saw  me  first.  Those  calm,  clear  eyes 
widened  with  fear  behind  her  glasses  when 
she  saw  the  gun.  1 raised  it  up;  my  hand 
wasn’t  even  trembling,  and  pulled  the 
trigger. 

1 missed,  of  course.  He’d  never  gotten 
around  to  showing  me  how  to  use  the 
damned  gun.  That’s  why  I’m  here,  right 
officer?  My  lawyer  did  what  he  could,  but 
my  husband  was  always  very  sneaky,  very 
good  at  hiding  things  he  didn’t  want  me  to 
find  out.  So  there  was  no  evidence  of  an 
affair,  no  proof  that  they  were  going  to  run 
off  to  Rome  as  lovers. 

The  last  day  of  my  trial,  Mary  Jones  sat  in 
the  witness  box,  her  hair  pulled  up  into  a 
bun  and  those  ridiculous  librarian  glasses 
perched  on  her  nose,  and  said  the  ring  and 


trip  were  for  me!  Gifts  from  a loving 
husband  to  a devoted  wife  and  that  it  had 
been  arranged  for  her  to  stay  with  the 
children  since  they  liked  her  so  much. 

The  jury  convicted  me.  Seven  of  them 
were  men  so  1 wasn’t  surprised.  The 
prosecutor  called  me  a jealous  housewife 
obsessed  with  the  secretary’s  youth  and 
beauty.  Obsessed  with  her?  They’d  played 
me  for  a fool  and  were  going  to  get  away 
with  it.  Like  1 said  before,  my  husband  is 
very  thorough.  1 was  surprised  it  took  him 
five  years  to  marry  the  silly  girl. 

Don’t  look  so  surprised,  officer.  He 
divorced  me  less  than  a year  after  1 was 
convicted.  The  proceedings  started  that 
same  day.  1 wonder  if  he  got  some  kind  of 
bargain  on  the  lawyers’  time. 

He’ll  probably  take  her  to  France  with  the 
money  he  saved.  1 should  have  known  the 
day  1 met  her.  After  all,  you  know  the  old 
saying  don’t  you,  officer? 

It’s  always  the  quiet  ones. 

— Julie  Harrington 


Editor’s  Note:  Julie  is  the  winner  of  our 
“Finish  the  Story”  contest.  In  addition  to 
publication,  she  will  receive  a gift  certificate 
to  Borders  Bookstore. 
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The  Shadowy  Woman 


You  sit.  Prim,  proper. 

A wealth  of  wisdom  gained. 

The  owl  now  jealous. 

You  see.  Eyes  follow. 

Searching  and  probing  the  soul. 

The  eagle  amazed. 

You  wait.  Immortal. 

Throngs  will  stop,  stare,  acknowledge. 
The  lion  envies. 

You  care.  But  for  what? 

You  stay  with  no  reaction. 

The  cat  is  present. 

You  hide.  Within  truth. 

The  past.  The  future.  The  now. 

The  rabbit  aloof. 

You  smile.  Life’s  question. 

For  love?  For  grief?  Forever. 

The  jackal  confused. 

You  watch.  No  reply. 

Single  word  will  break  the  spell. 
Leonardo’s  gift. 

— Thomas  Zarndt 


4 


PAcinc  Coast  Fog 

— Woodice  Fuller 
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Life  at  9,000  Feet 

— Laura  Sosnowski 
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Abandoned  Auto 

— John  Smykis 
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Broken  Dreams 

— John  Smykis 
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Yielding  to  the  Harvest 


Soybeans  yielding  to  autumn’s  advance. 

Yellow-blotched  fields  of  rust, 

stubby  redwood,  and  pasteled  brown. 

Yellow  and  green  mottled  fields  fading, 
yet  clinging  to  summer 
slowly  yielding 
Chlorophyll  saying  reluctant 

goodbyes. 

Rows 

dipping 

through  grassed  waterways  and  sloughs 
Their  seeded  grasses  stem  tall  above 

the  beaned,  leafless  stalks 
Rows  cresting  and  falling, 

curving  then  ending  at  fencerows  and  boundaries 
Stylized  rows, 

their  uniformity  interrupted  by  protruding  foreign  growth 
(alien  species  still  green 

thriving  in  the  unintended  hospitality  of  the  rows 
and  persisting  through  cultivations). 

Flat  rows,  rolling  rows, 

straight  rows,  contoured  rows. 

Row  beside  row, 

eternal. 

What  joy  the  harvest! 

Billions  of  pod-wombed  beans 
nearing  birth 

Great  harvesters  - red  ones,  green  ones, 
orange  ones  - arrive  in  the  fields. 

Reeling  through  the  rows 
Hungrily  sickling. 

Gobbling  scores  of  podded  stalks 

each  second. 

Pods  shatter,  clatter, 

threshed  from  the  stems, 

threshed  from  their  life  source  during  summer’s  growth. 
Now  birthed  from  their  pods, 

the  yellow-brown  beans  continuously  cascade 

into  the  harvester’s  hopper, 

tiny  black  eyes  in  their  first  sunlight 

squinting. 


CONTINUED  ON  PAGE  10 
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Yielding  the  Harvest 


The  great  harvesters  spew  pods  and  stems 

behind. 

Dust  foggily  follows  their  gentle 

lumbering  along  the  rows. 

A humming  dis-assembly  plant  on  wheels, 
thrashing,  hulling,  quaking, 
rhythmically  shaking. 

The  Indian  Summer  sun  prickles 

the  workers’  summer-tanned  skin. 

Wind  breezes  cornfields  nearby 

even  as  the  Great  Spirit  winds  the  harvest  also, 

blowing  dust  and  chaff 

from  the  fruit  in  uneven  gusts. 

Wagons  and  trucks  waddle  along  the  rows, 
sideboards  clapping 

‘til  they  are  stilled  by  the  yield  they  envelope. 

Gorged. 

Soon  the  beans  lie  resting  in  graneries, 
pausing  before  bein’  changed 
into  the  food  chain 

Where  only  the  fortunate  will  benefit. 

O please,  “Give  all  this  day  earth’s  daily  bread” 

— a prayer  our  “thriving”  systems  defy  God  to  answer. 

The  stubbled  rows  now  wait  for  winter, 
cycling  always; 

Responding  to  the  farmer’s  plan 
and  heaven’s  will. 

Providence,  for  months  disguised, 

is  now  unveiled  in  October’s  yield. 

Her  fruitfulness  having  been 

scattered  on  stubby  stalks 
is  now  collected, 
having  yielded 

to  the  harvest. 

— Lee  Van  Ham 
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Make  Like  An  Angel 


The  climate  of  my  mind  is  such 
I warn  you,  don't  venture  here 
without  a life  jacket,  without  prayers 
and  charms  correctly  blessed, 
hanging  neat  across  your  coat. 

Grope  with  mittened  hands 
for  a door 

(Who  knows  if  there  is  one?). 

No  signs  say  Welcome,  Enter, 
how  about  some  coffee,  eh? 

1 live  so  lonely  in  myself 
the  walls  of  me  are  thin,  black  ice  — 
gun  slits  trained  on  a wild  sea 
known  to  have  gobbled  beaches 
and  strangers. 

Well,  come  in,  anyway. 

Risk  it. 

Make  like  an  angel. 

Hand  out  poems  and  great  good  will  — 
much  as  you  can  spare 
for  an  indigent, 
for  me. 

Mildred  Riese  Conservative  Politics.  Liberal  Lifestyle. 

I’ll  Change  Lanes  When  I Want  To, 

Not  Because  My  Blinkers  Tell  You. 

The  Farmer  Selleth 

And  The  Developer  Taketh  Away. 

Toll  Booths  For  Jesus. 

This  Soccer  Mom  Has  Balls! 

Courteous  When  I Wanna  Be. 

Someone  Has  To  Live  Way  The  Hell  Out  Here! 

May  I Please  Have  Your  Subdivided  Attention? 

— Richard  Oberbruner 


Appropriate  Suburban 
Bumper  Stickers  I 

Roller  Bladers  Make  Great  Hood  Ornaments 
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Poker  Game 

— Sheleen  DeLockery 


12 


iimmuiv 


The  Cancer  Store 


A once  virile  husband  takes  small  mincing  steps 
on  bruised  purple  legs. 

Push  the  metal  walker  away  then 
Stop. 

It  hurts. 

Through  tightened  blue  lips  breathe 
out  slowly. 

Dead  already  and  your  wife  knows  it. 

Exhausted  old  man. 

A weary  young  woman  wears  a pensive  frown, 
Cancer  chic  turban. 

Push  the  baby  carriage  away  then 
Stop. 

It  hurts. 

Something  new  and  sudden 
grows  within. 

Brave  smile  for  a hopeful  family. 

Trusting  doomed  mother. 

A quiet  little  boy  wrapped  in  mother’s  arms. 
Book  lays  lap  unread. 

Push  Winnie  the  Pooh  away  then 
Stop. 

It  hurts. 

Stocking  cap  covers  up 
lymph  node  sins. 

No  eyebrows  and  a chemo  crewcut. 

Silent  small  soldier. 


Have  the  good  graces  to  let  us 

Pull  the  covers  over  your  heads  and  let  you 

Die  at  home. 

Stop  reminding  us  the  grim  reaper 
drives  a Porsche  these  days. 

Ninety  miles  an  hour. 

Down  the  expressway. 

To  your  door. 

Maybe  he’ll  get  lost  or 
get  a flat. 

Knock-knock. 

Oncology  at  the  cancer  store. 

Move  patients  like  ashen  pawns 
over  pale  blue  and  white  squares 
into  gray  waiting  rooms 
full  of  busy  medicos  and 
false  hopes. 

Checkmate. 

Radiation. 

Remission. 

Chemotherapy. 

Oncology. 

The  cruelest  hoax. 

— Gerald  Ryan 


“Only  three  more  treatments. 
They  think  they  have  it  all.” 
They  never  have  it  all! 

It  lurks  in  the  night  like 
A multi-celled  mugger 
wanting  your  wallet  and 
your  white  cells. 
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Love  Thy  Neighbor? 


Who  is  this  bitter  old  woman 

with  hate  in  her  squinty  eyes  and 

arms  crossed  over  her  chest 

as  if  trying  to  hold  in 

all  of  the  venom  she  contains 

and  not  let  a single  drop 

escape? 

Why  does  she  engage 
in  scandalous  mischief, 
befriending  children 
so  she  might  gossip  about 
family  secrets 
innocently  shared 
with  this  grandmotherly 
Judas? 

Why  does  she  spend  her  time 
peeking  behind  curtains 
listening  to  other  peoples’ 
conversations 
muttering  curses 
under  her  breath  and 
damning  everyone  to 
hell? 


Is  she  angry  with  her  God 
because  her  forty-year  old 
bachelor  son  is  lazy 
and  pays  her  no  mind 
or,  because  her  older  son 
had  lost  his  arm  in  the 
war? 

Should  1 try  harder 
to  love  my  neighbor 
when  our  every  meeting 
results  in  glares, 
accusations  and 
insults? 

Today,  twenty  years 
removed  from 
my  neighbor’s  view, 

1 read  her  obituary 

in  the  daily  paper 

and  find  that  1 am  better  able 

to  love  my  neighbor  — 

dead. 

— Robert  L.  Gockman 
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Stone  Face 

— Cynthia  Bernal 
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Pirate  Dreams 


A farmer’s  life  is  what  I lead 
but  dreams  have  1 of  daring  deed. 

I’m  bold  and  brash  and  short  of  cash; 
a pirate  with  a black  mustache. 

My  Captain  was  a churlish  chum, 
he  chewed  snuff  and  bubble  gum. 

He  spit  and  spat  and  that  was  that, 
his  chaw  could  nearly  drown  a rat. 

The  mates  were  just  as  bad  as  he 
and  played  their  games  while  using  me. 
A hockey  puck,  1 had  no  luck. 

From  wooden  oars  1 learned  to  duck. 

We  sailed  to  England,  sailed  to  France. 
In  Spain  the  crew  taught  me  to  dance. 

1 did  a rare  flamenco  there 
with  heels  ablaze  and  flaming  hair. 

When  1 awoke  — sweet  bye  and  bye, 

1 fell  from  bed  and  bruised  my  eye. 

To  make  it  worse  1 had  the  curse 
Of  eating  crow  and  speaking  verse. 

I’ll  dream  no  dreams  of  Istanbul. 

To  dream  this  dream  made  me  a fool. 

I’ll  pick  no  fights  while  dressed  in  tights 
instead  I’ll  snore  away  my  nights. 

I’ll  not  go  back  to  bed  just  now. 

My  head  is  sore  and  black  my  brow. 

I’ll  sit  and  vent  and  be  content 
to  milk  my  cow  and  pay  my  rent. 

— Robert  L Gockman 
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Hearts  Bleed 


— Dee  Saltier 
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Hands 


When  Ben’s  working, 

I see  his  hands  come  to  life, 
they  propel  a battery  of  metal 
from  the  disorganized  trove 
of  his  heavy  treasure  box. 

Hands,  metal,  tools 
chatter  to  each  other, 
one  hand 

occasionally  pausing 

to  discipline  an  errant  strand  of  hair. 

When  Ben’s  working, 

1 see  that  he’s  rarely  impeded 
by  the  rampant 
scars  and  healing  cuts 
running  over  his  hands. 

His  small  palms  and  digits 
pluck  and  fuse, 

creating  something  serviceable  from 
the  disjointed  gadgets  they  hover  over. 

When  Ben’s  working, 
his  hands  speak  loudly 
but  1 watch  his  face, 
aware  that  in  his  absorption 
he  will  not  notice  my 
frank  stare. 

1 memorize  his  features 
for  later  internal  viewing 
when  his  hands  are  sleeping. 

— Jo-Ann  Ledger 
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Untitled 


— Randall  Heinz 


From  an  Overlook  by  Lac  Trempealeau 

Between  the  Mississippi  and  road  stretch 
the  marshlands  of  Lac  Trempealeau  where 
like  fallen  snow,  the  white  Egrets  wade 
between  white  water  lilies;  and  the  white 
Pelicans  rise  in  slow  motion  as  their 
white  wings  push  gravity  down  like  the 
languid  fans  at  a summer  sermon,  then  dive 
and  scoop  up  wriggling  silvered  fish 
like  shattered  points  of  ice  that 
melt  away  in  blue  pouched  beaks.  Up 
up  and  around.  Pelicans  and  Egrets  turn 
in  white  nimbus  clouds,  and  fall  softly 
down  again,  the  white  feathered  floating 
among  white  flowers  and  green  round  leaves. 

— Margaret  Berg 
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— Woodice  Fuller 


What  seems  like 

the  end  of  the  world... 


Cocoon 

— Sharon  Kane 
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May  turn  out  to  be 

a new  beginning 


Butterfly 

— Sharon  Kane 
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Untitled 

— Randall  Heinz 
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Insomnia 


An  imprisonment  in  its  own  right 
Unable  to  sleep  while  another  snores 
Head  racing  with  words  forming  sentences 
Questions  left  lingering  in  the  dark. 

Tortured  and  teased 
Hair  messed  up  too, 

The  couch  a cold  island  of  solitude 

O to  be  able  to  drift  away 

Into  the  world  my  beloved  resides! 

What  good  is  my  adoration? 

My  love  expressed  on  shut  ears... 

Time  elapsing  in  a sordid  state  of  mind 
Since  sleep  is  the  same  as  death 
In  the  notch  time. 

Frustrated,  nearly  frightened  and  most  certainly 
Alone, 

Prayers  to  God  silently  whispered  into  night. 
Petitions  for  clemency, 

An  exemption  of  sorts 

From  the  sentence  imposed  by 
Another’s  peaceful  slumber 
In  the  next  room. 

— Jean  Young 
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Pure  Joy 

— Sheleen  DeLockery 


Snow  Day 


We  had  eight  inches  of  snow  last  night, 
and  the  schools  are  closed. 

Did  1 crawl  out  of  bed  in  the  dark, 
wake  the  kids  and  get  them  in  the  shower, 

packing  lunches  and  checking  notes  as  1 think  what  I’ll  wear  today? 
No. 

OK, 

So  did  1 wash  the  dishes,  make  the  beds  and  vacuum  the  floors? 
No. 

1 hardboiled  eggs  and  the  kids  and  1 colored  them, 
even  though  Easter  is  three  months  away. 

Then  we  cracked  a few  shells  and  ate  them. 

We  cut  up  red  paper  in  heart  shapes  and  wrote  poems. 

And  put  them  in  envelopes  with  stamps  for  the  relatives. 

We  got  on  our  boots,  and  scarves,  and  warm  mittens 
And  walked  three  blocks  to  the  mailbox, 

Down  the  street 
Filled  with  snow. 

When  we  got  back. 

We  had  hot  chocolate  with  big  fat  marshmallows  in  it. 

You  know,  the  ones  that  really  fill  your  mouth  with  sugar 
And  taste  oh,  so  good. 

And  1 got  a roast  out  of  the  freezer  this  morning. 

So  1 could  roast  it  this  afternoon. 

Adding  a few  potatoes. 

1 used  the  rest  of  the  bananas 
And  made  bread. 

Filling  the  house  with  the  aroma  of  baking. 

And  while  the  bread  and  roast  were  baking. 

And  the  kids  were  calling  their  friends, 

(“Do  you  think  we’ll  have  school  tomorrow?”) 

1 took  a bath. 

Not  a shower, 

A bath. 

1 could  use  another  eight  inches  of  snow  tonight. 

— Cindy  Pingitore 
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Sweater 


He  wore  my  love  like  a sweater, 
which  he  had  just  bought. 

It’s  his  favorite  one, 

but  actually  it’s  the  only  one  he’s  got. 

And  he  wears  my  love  like  a sweater, 
that  is  sometimes  worn  with  pride. 

But  later  he  takes  it  off  and  rolls  it  up, 
and  pushes  it  to  the  side. 

Occasionally  he’ll  step  on  it, 

because  he  leaves  it  lying  on  the  floor. 

He  doesn’t  need  it  at  the  moment, 
so  he  throws  it  by  the  door. 

But  one  day  he’ll  put  it  on, 

because  he  has  nothing  left  to  wear. 

And  he’ll  pick  at  the  threads  unraveling, 
and  a hole  that  has  begun  to  tear. 

But  eventually  he’ll  get  sick  of  it, 

since  he  sees  another  he  wants  more. 

So  he  will  fold  the  sweater  up, 

and  put  it  at  the  bottom  of  a drawer. 

— Natalie  Geever 


Appropriate  Suburban  Bumper 
Stickers  II 

1 Brake  For  Sudden  Trends. 

Stop  Honking!  Can’t  You  See 
I’m  On  The  Phone? 

1 Graduated  Magna  Cum  Latte. 

Stop  Signs  Violate  My  Sense  Of  Go. 

Dysfunctioning  Just  Fine,  Thank  You. 

My  Son  Is  A “Little  Angel” 

At  Casual  Worship  School. 

1 Raise  My  Middle  Finger  In  Your  Honor. 

If  You  Don’t  Like  The  Way  1 Drive, 

Wait  Until  You  Hear  Me  Talk. 

— Richard  Oberbruner 
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Breaking  the  Shadow 


...and  we  must  remember 
That  we  are  the  beautiful  ones. 

We  look  at  those  who  are  unique 
And  lost 

And  wish  to  be  in  their  place, 

Just  so  we  are  not  in  ours. 

Full  of  life  and  envy 
Of  what  we  want. 

And  we  look  at  them,  saying  how  much 
We  hate  them,  when,  in  reality. 

We  really  love  them  with  our  unconscious 
hearts. 

And  we  are  the  beautiful  liars 
Who  think  we  are  not. 

Criticizing  our  own  faults  and  others 
To  make  ourselves  believe  no  one  is  real 
or  perfect. 

Beautiful. 

And  it  is  not  until 

We  realize  what  others  have  that  makes 
them 

Special  in  our  minds. 

And  then  we  think 

Of  what  we  have 

And  just  maybe  start  to  believe 

That  we  are  in  fact 

The  beautiful  ones... 


— Sarah  Tasic 


Picasso 

(after  e.  e.  cummings) 

Picasso 

used  to 

with  angles  and  cubes  and  misshapes 
paint  a pinkbluewhite  period  picture 

justlikethat  he  did 

he  was  a self-indulgent  man 

and  what  i want  to  know  is 

what  does  it  matter  whether  so  many  of  his  things  are  hung 

on  their  side  or  upside  down 

Mister  Oddshape 
— Jeanne  Pachaly 


30 


Windowed  Walls 

— Sheleen  DeLockery 
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Alligator  Trouble 


A gator  in  the  basement! 
Whatever  can  I do? 

Where  did  that  gator  come  from? 
I haven’t  got  a clue. 

He  sorted  out  the  laundry. 

It’s  going  through  the  spin. 

He’s  really  rather  helpful 
But  1 never  asked  him  in. 

He  caulked  some  drafty  windows. 
He’s  awesome  painting  walls. 

He  found  my  brother’s  hamster 
Underneath  a bunch  of  balls. 

He  started  up  Dad’s  buzz  saw 
While  wearing  Mom’s  old  blouse. 
He  cut  out  wooden  patterns. 

Now  Rover  has  a house! 

He  fixed  our  broken  furnace 
And  unclogged  a sink  or  two. 
Before  that  gator  came  here 
There  was  lots  of  work  to  do. 

He  played  a game  of  Ping-Pong 
With  himself  at  either  end. 

And  if  1 dared  to  ask  him 
1 am  sure  he’d  be  my  friend. 

A gator  in  the  basement! 

He’s  marching  up  the  stairs. 

So  even  though  1 like  him, 

I’d  better  say  some  prayers. 

— Christine  Bodine 


32 


Sands  of  Time 

— Cynthia  Bernal 
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Silas  Carter  and  Melba  Blue 


The  first  time  Silas  saw  Melba,  was  on 
the  incline  behind  the  fence 
surrounding  the  old  abandoned 
parking  lot  where  Flanagan’s  used  to  be.  He 
had  gone  there  to  find  some  solace.  He 
couldn’t  help  himself,  he  had  gone  there  to 
cry.  It  was  getting  to  be  more  than  a skinny 
little  boy  could  bear,  every  day  was  the 
same,  he  was  always  picked  on  in  school, 
always  pushed  and  shoved.  That  day  was 
one  where  he  had  had  enough.  He  sat  there 
drawing  aimlessly  in  the  dirt  with  a stick, 
tears  streaming  down  his  pale,  freckled 
features.  Every  so  often  a whimper  would 
escape  his  lips.  He  was  pressing  harder  and 
harder  until,  he  heard  a snap,  realizing  then 
that  he  had  broken  his  twig.  He  started  to 
drink  in  the  surroundings,  looking  up  and 
down  along  the  fence,  momentarily  taken 
away  from  his  tormented  thoughts;  until 
they  came  bounding  back,  his  eyes  welling 
up  as  he  relived  his  humiliation  once  again. 
He  tried  holding  back  the  tears  in  vain. 
Squinching  his  eyes  tightly,  he  felt  the  need 
to  try  and  hold  the  rushing  stream  back 
with  his  hands,  feeling  his  face  hot  and 
flushed,  afraid  to  allow  his  breathing  to  go 
beyond  strained  shallow  gasps,  a pounding 
starting  in  his  head. 

Suddenly,  he  felt  he  was  being  watched, 
but  not  by  his  persecutors,  no.  It  was  more 
like  an  animal  watching,  secure  in  its 
hideaway.  Slowly,  Silas  managed  to  get  his 
breathing  to  calm  him,  breathing  in,  then 
out,  then  in  again.  He  wiped  his  eyes,  took 
one  hand  down,  slowly  moving  his  eye  ball 
all  the  way  round  in  its  socket,  scouring  all 


in  his  view.  Then  the  other  hand  came 
down.  Starting  at  his  feet  he  carefully 
moved  his  eyes  upward,  not  sure  what  he 
would  see.  And  then,  there  it  was.  Two 
black  eyes  looked  at  him  through  a broken 
board  in  the  fence.  That  was  really  all  he 
could  make  out,  two  gleaming  black  eyes. 
He  watched  the  eyes  watch  him. 


Suddenly,  he  felt  he  was  being  watched, 
but  not  by  his  persecutors,  no.  It  was 
more  like  an  animal  watching,  secure  in 
its  hideaway 


“What  you  cryin’  for?”  Silas’  eyes 
bounced  against  their  sockets.  He  felt  he 
had  to  blink  to  keep  them  from  falling  out. 
Why  that  was  no  animal  at  all!  It  was  — 
Well  now  it  was  nothing.  Had  he  imagined 
it?  There  were  no  eyes  in  the  fence  now,  a 
blink  and  they  had  disappeared.  Then  he 
heard  the  voice  again.  “What  you  cryin’ 
for?”  This  time  it  came  from  farther  along 
the  fence,  and  it  was  attached  to  a girl.  A 
black  girl  with  pig-tails  wearing  jeans  and  a 
huge  white  T-shirt.  She  walked  up  to  Silas 
and  gave  him  the  use  of  the  edge  of  her 
T-shirt  to  wipe  his  eyes.  ’’What  you  cryin’ 
for?” 

“1  ain’t  cryin’.”  What  else  could  Silas  have 
said?  She  was  a girl. 

“My  name’s  Melba,  and  you  is  too  cryin’.” 
She  sat  down  beside  him  and  started 
following  the  lines  he  had  drawn  in  the  dirt 
with  her  fingers.  She  seemed  to  have  gotten 
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Silas  Carter  and  Melba  Blue 


rather  engrossed,  seemed  to  have 
completely  forgotten  Silas  sitting  beside 
her.  She  was  ignoring  him,  and  Silas  was  | 

not  at  all  sure  he  liked  that.  “You  was  cryin’ 
all  right” 

Oh,  this  angered  Silas  downright.  This, 
this  girl,  this...  He  wanted  to  shove  her,  he 
wanted  to  knock  her  down.  Embarrassing 
him,  she  was.  His  fists  clenched,  even  as 
his  eyes  welled  up  again.  Silas  kicked  up 
the  dirt  in  front  of  them,  destroyed  every 
trace  of  what  he  had  drawn.  Dirt  flew 
everywhere,  even  in  Melba’s  hair,  maybe 
her  eyes.  Silas  couldn’t  tell,  she  sat 
perfectly  still  her  hands  cupping  her  face.  { 

Seeing  her  like  that,  something  stopped 
him,  made  him  think,  made  him  feel.  And 
then  retrieving  the  broken  twig,  he  gave 
her  one  half,  kept  the  other,  and  started 
drawing. 

Untitled 

— Marcella  Nowak 

To  a moth 

A tree  doesn’t  live 
The  moth  lands 
lives 
dies 

' The  tree  stands  unchanged 

To  a man 

The  Earth  doesn’t  live 
The  man  is  born 
lives 
dies 

1 

The  Earth  stands  unchanged 


— Joseph  Hake 


Untitled 


Somewhere  in  the  recesses  of  the  smoky  bar  he 
sits  alone,  clutching  a beer  like  a life  preserver. 

He  feels  the  water  deep  and  dark  around  him,  the 
waves  of  veiled  smoke.  He’s  been  here  every  night  since 
she  left  him,  sitting  in  the  same  corner.  The  booth 
knows  his  form  and  wrinkles  in  anticipation  of  his 
coming.  His  sad  brown  eyes  watch  painted  people  pass 
before  him,  looking  for  something  he  knows  will  never 
come.  Memories  rape  his  mind  like  an  orange  hot 
brand.  The  water  swells  his  eyes.  Feminine  laughter 
peals  through  the  bar  and  slips  under  his  nerves  like 
fine  glass.  He  wonders  why  she  left.  “Was  I too  much?” 
The  waitress  swings  by,  drops  a fresh  beer  to  cure  his 
thoughts;  the  cycle  continues. 

He  stumbles  through  the  glazed  lot  like  a wounded 
bear,  groping  for  anything  as  he  crumbles  into  their  car. 
The  lingering  scent  of  her  perfume  pains  him.  Driving 
home,  he  turns  to  her,  but  of  course,  she’s  not  there. 

Her  smiling  face  is  only  in  his  mind,  stuck  like  quick 
sand.  Acid  tears  line  his  cheeks,  “When  will  it  stop?” 

The  thunder  and  lightening  answer  him.  Wet  trees  only 
feet  away  bow  over  him.  His  hands  react  to  the 
thunder’s  call.  The  engine  roars  against  the  wet  night, 
an  angry  machine.  Tires  sliding,  the  curb  pulls  him  in. 
The  trees  bow  again  to  catch  him,  but  miss.  Glass 
shatters  as  the  car  buckles  inv/ards  like  a compactor. 
Metal  shreds  as  easily  as  paper.  Now  he  is  airborne, 
sailing.  The  windshield  grabs  his  face  and  spider  web 
cracks  surround  the  bloody  spot.  A final  collision. 
Cement  explodes.  Silence. 

Sparks  like  fireflies.  Sounds  of  rain. ..and  pain. 

Thunder  claps  in  approval.  Lightning  moves  electric 
forks  over  his  flesh.  The  rain,  like  gentle  fingers, 
brushes  blood  from  his  face  and  wet,  open  eyes. 

He  is  free. 

— Donald  Jordan 


The  Lilt  of  a Flute 

The  lilt  of  a flute 
in  a Roman  alley.  We 
shed  ourselves  and  dance. 

— Robert  N.  Georgalas 
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The  Beginning  of  the  End 

— Mindy  Evans 


Banyan  Tree 

— Sam  Sato 
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Old  Age 

— John  Smykis 
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Flying  Squirrel 

— Paul  Bernbom 
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The  Hospital  Corridor 


I passed  her  in  the  hall  today. 

A body  on  a gurney  in  the  hallway. 

Flat,  like  a sleeve  on  a pressboard, 
as  though  she  were  trying  to  melt  into 
the  slice  of  a mattress  beneath  her. 

A body  on  a gurney  in  the  hallway. 

1 don’t  know  who  left  her  there; 
there  was  no  one  else  in  sight. 

Just  the  body  on  a gurney  in  the  hallway. 

She  looked  tiny,  perhaps  emaciated, 

and  a cloud  of  wild  hair  in  various  shades  of  grey, 

puffed  out  like  a wad  of  steel  wool 

from  beneath  the  stiff  white  blanket 

stamped  HOSPITAL  PROPERTY. 

Just  a body  on  a gurney  in  the  hallway. 

1 imagined  her  jumping  off  the  cart 
wrapping  that  blanket  around  her,  and 
getting  about  her  business  - 
if  only  she  could. 

Sorry  body  on  a gurney  in  the  hallway. 

A transporter  whistled  in  the  hallway. 

A security  guard  tipped  his  hat  toward  me  as  we  passed. 

A buzz  came  from  a gaggle  of  medical  students 
in  a conference  room. 

1 passed  the  closed  restroom  door  and  heard  the  commode  flush. 

Two  nurses  carrying  cups  of  coffee 

blazing  the  words  “Nurses  Care” 

in  bright  red  letters  on  white  cups 

swished  around 

the  body  on  a gurney  in  the  hallway. 


— Mary  Kathryn  Murphy 


Daily  Blaze 


up  in  a blaze  of  information 

TV  the  real  world  goes 

or  turn  on  today’s 

today’s  paper 

as  1 read 

soon 

As 

As 

soon 

as  1 read 

today’s  paper 

or  turn  on  today’s 

Restaurant  Intersection: 

TV  the  real  world  goes 

3:45  A.M. 

up  in  a blaze  of  information 

The  Saturday  night  shift  over, 

— Richard  Oberbruner 

the  officers  sit  at  tables  and  eat, 
relaxing  with  fellow  officers, 
guns  bolstered  at  their  hips. 

Each  calmly  tries  to  top 
the  other’s  dumbest  drug  bust. 

Next  to  them  at  a window  booth, 
band  members  eat  and  relax, 
guitars  and  drums  packed  away 
after  playing  a gig  at  the  club 
across  the  street.  They’re  telling 
stories  about  each’s  worst  acid  trip. 

1 eat  an  omelet,  drink  coffee, 
my  eyes  searching  past  the  window 
as  the  night  ends  and  lightens. 

Four  green  cars  are  parked  along  the  street. 

— Bill  Trudo 
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Just  a Few  Words  on  Religion 


It  is  true,  you  understand, 

For  the  crazy  Christians  are  damned  by  Buddha 
And  the  Jews  are  damned  by  Jesus 
And  1,  the  solemn  atheist 
I am  damned  by  all. 

Satanists,  I suppose,  are  happy 

(Their  goal  is  getting  down  there,  after  all.) 

So  may  I ask.  Oh  Great  Unknowns 
Need  there  be  a heaven  at  all 
To  wait  for  some  impossible  apostle? 

Why  not  rent  the  space  out  to  be  developed 
As  a Section  8 suburb  of  Chicago? 

Better  to  let  them  build  a K-Mart 
Than  to  let  the  space  go  to  waste. 

I assume,  of  course,  that  somebody  up  there  is  listening. 
— Annie  Laurie  Gilsdorf 


Appropriate  Suburban 
Bumper  Stickers  III 

I Rent  To  Own.  My  Car  Is  Leased. 

My  Debt  Is  Rising  Like  It’s  Yeast. 

Sincerity  Is  Not  My  Problem. 

I Drink  Starbucks,  Therefore  I Am. 

My  Daughter  Is  An  Honor  Student  At 
Lincoln  School  But  I’m  Still  Smarter 
Than  She  Is! 

Extravagant  Mood  Swinger  On  Board. 

How  Much  Land  Could  A Land  Rover  Rove 
If  A Land  Rover  Dared  Rove  Land? 

— Richard  Oberbruner 
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Lust  for  Life 

I am  but  a dream, 
do  not  foster 
in  your  heart 
any  desires  for  me. 

Like  a whiff  of  fragrance 
I’ll  entice  your  soul 
and  will  be  gone  with 
the  first  breath  of  wind! 

— Abdul  Malik 
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Grandpa 


From  an  old  photograph 
I remember  him. 

Slavic  features  reveal 
his  ancient  heritage  — 

Descendent  of  farmers 

with  face  broad  and  coarse, 

and  eyes  that  squint  against 

the  glare  of  the  sun 

sporting  an  incomplete  smile  — 

half-given, 

like  a private  joke 

only  he  enjoyed. 

When  1 was  five 
1 watched  Grandfather 
at  a distance 
full  of  curiosity  and  awe. 

He  removed  his  heavy  work  clothes; 

hat,  scarf  and  gloves, 

rough  woolen  coat, 

and  finally 

his  tall  leather  boots 

that  stood  like  soldiers 

when  he  pulled  them  from  his  feet. 

1 thought  he  knew 
1 had  loved  him. 

When  1 was  six 

he  played  a trick  on  me 

while  the  rest  of  my  family  watched 

for  they  did  not  know 

what  he  would  do. 

He  told  me  to  touch  the  frozen 
metal  doorknob  with  my  tongue 
and  when  it  stuck  fast 
he  laughed  and  laughed 
at  my  ignorance, 
at  my  expense. 


Feeling  ridicule 

even  at  this  young  age  and, 

anxious  to  be  free, 

1 ripped  away 
causing  searing  pain  and 
instant  tears. 

The  old  man  laughed  at  my  pain, 
confusing  me, 

1 thought  Grandfathers 
were  made  to  love 
little  children. 

After  the  trick 
1 had  nightmares  for  years. 

Wrapped  in  symbolism  - 
being  chased,  feeling  terror, 
a fear  of  the  unknown. 

When  1 turned  to  look 
at  my  pursuer 

it  was  forever  an  empty  pair  of  boots 
The  dream  left  me  limp 
with  sweat. 

The  symbolism  and  fear  vanished 
when  the  past  returned 
in  a moment  of  recall. 

And  1 remembered  my  grandfather 
who  had  laughed 
at  the  pain  of  a child 
and  haunted  my  dreams 
all  because 

1 thought  he  loved  me. 

— Robert  L Gockman 
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First  Love 


On  her  couch,  he  spends  the  seeds  of  his  youth. 
And  her  face,  a flower  forever  young,  takes  its  roots 
in  every  quiet  moment. 

He  sees  it  still  in  the  glow  of  dashboard  lights  and 
moonlit  nights. 

He  touches  her  mouth  again 
a red  rose  at  the  moment  of  opening. 

He  sees  her  eyes  blue  irises 
growing  wide  and  glowing. 

Then  disenchanted  petals  eyelash  close. 

Discontent  growing 
in  the  purse  of  her  lips. 

Withering  frost. 

Augur  of  a cold  lonely  season. 

But  it’s  always  her,  just  her, 

that  comes  to  him  in  winter  dreams. 

Loving  and  mocking. 

Changing  and  constant. 

For  his  heart  is  still  hers 
though  their  paths  lie  far  apart. 

A face  he  hides  from  the  world 
is  never  hidden  from  her. 

His  first  love. 

— Gerald  Ryan 


46 


When  One  Door  Closes,  Another  Opens 


— Cynthia  Bernal 
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Over  200,000  book,  music,  and  video  titles 
A wide  selection  of  titles  on  many  subjects 


Over  2000  magazine  and  newspaper  titles 
from  across  the  country  and  around  the  world 

100  listening  stations  to  check  out 
music  before  you  purchase 


Cafes  serving  coffee  drinks,  pastries,  desserts, 
and  light  breakfast  & lunch  fare 


A comfortable  browsing  environment 

Live  music  on  Friday  evenings 
(enjoy  a coffee  or  soft  drink  in  our 
smoke-free  cafes  while  you  listen!) 

Children's  Storytimes,  special  events, 
and  costumed  character  visits 

Book  and  video  discussion  groups 

Over  30  book,  music,  and  video  events 
scheduled  each  month  - 
stop  in  and  pick  up  our  newsletter! 


BORDERS^ 


BOOKS  , MUSIC  , VIDEO  , AND  A CAFE . 

101  Rice  Lake  Square  at  Canada 
Wheaton,  Illinois 

(630)  871-9595  1660  S.  Randall  Rd. 

Geneva,  Illinois 


1 500  1 6th  St.  at  Rte.  83 
Oakbrook,  Illinois 
(630)  574-0800 
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